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Equuleus of Troy
by DC Mallery

In the waning days of The Trojan war, as Agamemnon's Army was losing hope, the Towering
Horses of the wilds of North Africa were but myth and fable to both Greeks and Trojans. Only
bards and balladeers and those driven mad with diseases of the mind swore the mighty steeds were
real, that they had been harnessed in ancient times to build the colossal monuments of the Nile
Valley and the many other Great Edifices of Ages past.
And that such massive steeds still lived. Few believed them.
But Odysseus had travelled far and seen many wondrous sights and was not so quick to dismiss
those Mighty Horses as mere myth and folly. So, with the War nearing its tenth year, with even
Achilles now dead, and the Siege of Troy seemingly endless, seemingly hopeless, Odysseus sent the
trusted Epeius and his scouts south across the Mediterranean to the seaside village of Cyrene and
the Deep Wilds that lay beyond, to find one of the those Stalwart Horses.
For Odysseus had a plan.
A Gift.
Not a gift to the foul Men of Troy, of course, for they had kidnapped fair Helen. No, an offering to
the Goddess Athena, an offering to her so she might favor Agamemnon's Army in their battles and
in their journeys home. The Trojans would arrogantly take the gift as their own. They flattered
themselves as great horsemen, the horse the very emblem of Troy. King Priam's father—the
deceitful Laomedon—once claimed to have magic horses, sent by the Gods themselves. The
Trojans would learn that the Towering Steeds of The South were not magic, but flesh and blood,
with strong hearts and even stronger wills. The Trojans would learn that The Greeks also had strong
hearts and strong wills. And guile to spare. The Trojans would then feel the wrath of Agamemnon's
Army and the even greater wrath of Athena herself.
And so a gift would be left pacing outside the gates of Troy. A gift hiding a deadly secret.
§
Even with favorable winds, it took weeks to transport the colossus by sturdy barge from North
Africa to the Aegean coastline near Troy. The journey had been fraught with danger, but Poseidon
had favored them. When Epeius arrived from Cyrene with the mighty beast, the men of
Agamemnon's army gaped in awe, and their horses did too, both awed and humbled, for the massive
steed stood ten-fold the height of a stout man, and his hooves shook the Earth as he came ashore,
his eyes glistened like heavy wet stones, the hide thick, the muscles strong.
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Soon, though, the men laughed at the beast, for he was no beast.
Equuleus was gentle, of a mild and temperate disposition, content to graze and meander along the
brushy shores of the Aegean. Odysseus chastened the men, for this beast was not meant to use
strength to tear down the walls of Troy, for not even a steed this powerful could cleave those
ramparts. The horse would use bravery and guile to defeat those walls.
The men listened in wonder to Odysseus's plan. For along with the mighty steed, Epeius had
brought a mysterious hippomancer from Cyrene, one of the magi, an enchanter. The man would call
upon the benevolence of the Gods, of Athena herself, and a dozen strong Greek soldiers would be
drawn beneath the skin of the Mighty Horse—absorbed through his hide, as a parched desert might
soak up a spill of water—to then burrow between the massive ribs, to breathe through hollowed
reeds that poked from the tough skin of the beast, to lie in wait there.
Agamemnon would order the tents of his weary army to be burnt. They would embark upon their
fleet of ships, appearing to give up The Siege and leave for Greece, defeated, humbled. As the forces
pretended to withdraw, one of Agamemnon's soldiers, he who was called Sinon, would lead
Equuleus to the Gates of Troy. He would tell the Trojan guards that the beast was an offering for
Athena, not them, that it was made magically large so it would not fit through the gates into the city.
That they should not take it for themselves.
But, of course, they would. For treachery was in their very blood. They would take Equuleus inside
the city.
§
The mighty steed knew nothing of the strange language of these Greeks, but the enchanter, the kind
man who fed and groomed him, explained the brave role Equuleus was meant to play. He told him
of the fair Helen, kidnapped and held captive for ten years. The steed wept at the story, for he had
been so long from his own home, captured ages ago by Traders, taken far from his gentle pastures,
enslaved. The man assured Equuleus that once the gates of Troy were open and the Trojans
defeated, he himself would arrive to bind the steed's wounds with stout twine and strong magic. It
would be as though the soldiers had never burrowed under his hide. He would rise, stronger than
ever, the favorite now of Athena. He would be returned to his homeland to live out his long days in
well-fed splendor under gentle skies.
§
And so it was done.
Under a moonless sky, as the army burned their tents and readied to sail, Equuleus hunkered low
along the shore so armed men, their swords sheathed in scabbards, could be drawn under the thick
hide. The enchanter brought down powerful magic, no doubt from Olympus itself, and the men
were pulled under the skin to settle between the ribs, and it did not hurt the beast. Sinon lead
Equuleus to the Gates of Troy. As planned, he told the guards the Mighty Steed was an offering for
Athena, that it would be too large to fit through the gates into Troy.
"Take it into the city!" the Trojan guards exclaimed, for the gates were tall enough to bring even this
massive beast inside, head bowed, strong legs bending low, the men hidden.
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Equuleus was taken into a broad square inside the city walls. In the morning, Priam himself would
want to see this great stallion!
Late that night, as the Trojan guards slept, Agamemnon's men withdrew their swords and cut their
way from the chest of the beast. The pain was fierce, but the brave steed stifled his agonies for he
knew not to awaken the city. As blood spilled from his open wounds, a dozen Greek soldiers
dropped to the ground and slew all nearby, quick and merciless.
They opened the great gates of Troy. Agamemnon's army swarmed in.
The Trojan Men were brave too, the fighting brutal, and many were slain on both sides. Equuleus
fought hard, crushing many of the enemy, taking countless arrows. His strength flagged as more and
more of his blood was spilled. His mighty heart weakened.
By dawn, the Trojans were defeated and Priam was dead. The Great Steed waited for the enchanter
to arrive to bind his wounds, to heal him, and waited. And waited.
It was not the first time a proud and innocent beast was betrayed by the wiles of Men. The
enchanter never intended to return. Already sailing south, his job was done. Agamemnon's men
abandoned Equuleus, too. They drank with gluttony and pillaged with righteous furor and took the
many spoils of their victory. Even Odysseus had no time for the brave fallen steed.
Equuleus slumped to the ground, his massive lungs choked with blood, long limbs growing cold,
mighty heart finally failing. Knowing he would not survive, he hoped to at least catch a glimpse of
the fair Helen, the woman he had given his life for. He saw her not.
When at last Equuleus closed his eyes, those sad eyes did not again open. Not here.
§
Athena watched and Athena wept. As did the other Gods of Olympus.
For they too knew the folly and the betrayal of Men. They punished Odysseus for abandoning the
Brave Steed to die, forcing him and his men to spend another ten long years on their journey home.
The Gods vowed to never allow the mighty and massive stallions of The Deep South to ever again
be tricked and betrayed as Equuleus had been in the Land of Troy.
With powerful magic, they shrunk all of those Towering Steeds, every last one, wherever they stood
in the whole of The World, down to the size of mere horses.
For his heroism and his bravery, they chose to immortalize the Great Steed in the stars of the sky.
But they bickered among themselves as to where and how large for there was little room in the night
sky for another hero, and so it became one of the smallest of all constellations.
Equuleus.
In time, his deeds and his heroism were forgotten.
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The brave sacrifice of the mighty steed fell into myth. As stories were handed down from one to
another, the tale of that great living steed changed, bit by bit, word by word, line by line. In time, the
brave Trojan Horse was not so massive and it was rolled into the city on a wooden cart, the men
hidden inside the cart, not within the steed itself. Later, the story changed yet again, the Trojan
Horse now made of wood, the men hidden inside that contrivance.
So the great Towering Equuleus—Brave and Mighty and Alive—was replaced in the tales of Homer
and Virgil by nothing more than a contraption of wooden planks and rusted nails.
Even his name, Equuleus, was lost from the lore and hymns of The Trojan War. In time, the
connection between his namesake constellation and his heroic deeds was forgotten, too.
The Gods of Olympus might have wept at this, as well, but they too were reduced to myth, mere
tales told to children: fables, legends.
Alas, Mighty Equuleus was not the last brave and heroic horse to be led into battle by Men, not the
last to suffer, not the last left to die on a battlefield, abandoned.
Ever since, Equuleus has looked down upon all war horses and battle steeds.
He is proud to know that, in their hearts, the power of his mighty heart still pounds.

Twigman 1, by Meg Moseman
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